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fascinated embarrassment. * There ! * she said gaily,
giving me a rare pat of affectionate regard; * when
you get on the platform, all you have to do is to copy
exactly what I did/

Armed with these summary and disheartening in-
structions, I accompanied the party to Belfast (arrayed
in my white, in place of my blue, sailor suit). Along
the avenue we drove to Helen's Bay where the train
received us and bundled us to Belfast. The whole way
to the concert hall I twisted my fingers in agonised
apprehension. My brother, who was a kindly soul,
endeavoured to reassure me. * Shut up ! * I said;
and resumed my solitary distress.

My own turn came towards the end of the per-
formance. I was preceded by Lord Plunket, who gave
a comic Irish recitation. It was an enormous success.
When the applause subsided I was pushed, poked and
propelled on to the platform. The faces of the friendly
girls became in the glare of the footlights an amicable
smudge. I could observe my aunt's bonnet nodding
at me in encouragement. I made a bow to the friendly
girls which was received (I am glad to say) with
rapturous applause. And then life and love and poetry
became an utter blank to me; I ceased to have any
conscious control of my limbs or voice; a pathetic
automaton, I went through the gestures and the words
which my aunt had shown me at the dress rehearsal.
I bowed again when I had finished and the friendliness
of the girls became positively orgiac. I staggered down
the platform only to be pushed back again amid a
universal cry of * encore *. I repeated that performance.
Again my success was incontestable. I regret to say
that on the return journey I displayed unmistakable